

            

                        [image: Cover]

            




	
		
		

[image: image]


	


		

[image: image]


	
		
		
	



[image: image]



 









Dedication

Primarily this book is dedicated to my mum for her unwavering love and support throughout every project or idea I’ve had over the years. You are my rock and steadfast. We have shared laughter and cried harder than anyone will ever know. 

But also, to all those people who were told they were thick, stupid and would never amount to anything by individuals or role models they were encouraged to trust and look up to as a child.

Unsurprisingly this didn’t instil an awful amount of confidence, self-esteem or worth in any of us.

How wrong you were to judge us.

Little apples will grow.
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Blown Away
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You could see his breath escaping in plumes of white clouds briefly ahead of him, before it disappeared as the biting cold stole it from his lips. He rode the steep incline of the lifeless, muddy, grass verges, littered with minuscule bouquets of purple and pink scattered heather, nuzzling between the uneven jagged rocks that sheltered there from the icy breath of the exposed highlands.

The array of clouds with their vast spectrum of greys with uneven tones, shapes and sizes, chased across the horizon, partially hiding the tired sun as it began to sink. It fell behind the mountains in the far distance, past the partly frozen babbling stream, only to leave rods of light stretching and extending out like sharply manicured fingernails trying to touch him for that final time before darkness drew the curtains of night and stopped them.

His horse was strong, not only to carry his weight but also the burden of the freshly hunted stag which lay across his neck. Still warm, its blood escaping from its wound and flicked on to his foot as it swayed back and forth when they rode. With every step they took, it splashed and scattered leaving a trail of death behind them. Ploughing on, unfaltering, sure and firm-footed, his horse became closer to the stone cottage. Not far now and he could rest. 

They could see the warm inviting glow behind the hessian fabric draped across the small windows. He built it purposely that way; very slight breaks in the deep stone walls so as not to let too much of the precious warmth escape onto the harsh highlands from the open fire that burned inside. The thick, bellowing grey smoke spiralling up from the stone chimney in the centre of the roof was a sure guarantee that she would have prepared a sumptuous meal for him to return to after being exposed to a brutal day in the winter cold.

As he drew closer, he steered his horse into an outbuilding just to the side of the house where fresh bedding and blankets awaited his steed. As he rode through the door he bowed so as not to hit his head on the low, thick, wooden beam. Once they came to a halt, he dismounted, dragging the deer with him down to the floor before heaving it across the uneven, muddy floor, leaving the scarlet trail behind it. He hoisted and placed it into a sturdy wooden casket to be cleaned and butchered later. After tying and preparing his faithful steed for the night, he secured the door. The light had finally faded as he made his way, surrounded by the quiet darkness to the heavy wooden front door of the cottage. He turned and pushed the large iron circular handle and allowed himself to enter.

The piercing brightness from the roaring fire greeted his eyes like stabbing shards of sunlight, momentarily blinding him painfully as his eyes adjusted and became accustomed to the change. Then the wall of extreme warmth hit him sharply and abruptly on his exposed, weathered face and hands forcing him to adhere to the increase in temperature.

Closing the door behind him, he saw her tending to the large pot bubbling over the raging fire, bending forward and stirring it tentatively. She heard the door shut and a brief breath of chill rushed around her hems and kissed her ankles, making her stop and glance over in his direction to see what the disturbance was. As if she didn’t know already. As their eyes locked, they greeted each other with a smile, hers so much more open and freer than his tight-lipped effort. Contented and relieved that her love had returned safely from his hunt, she took the ladle out of the pot, shook off the excess, and rested it carefully by the side of the fire in the little bowl that had lived there for the entire time they had, before twisting round to face him.

She dragged both her hands down the front of her apron, wiping them to make sure they were clean before she reached around her incredibly petite waist to the small of her back to unfasten the bow and knot of her apron that had been securely holding it in place all day. She discarded it on a chair by the fire and began to walk towards him, ready to welcome her man into her arms. Her multiple layers of long skirts and petticoats swished and swayed after her and brushed the cold stone floor with a slight delay as she moved closer to greet him. 

She gently approached, smiling as he unfastened his heavy skins and outer garments from his neck and shoulders. Waiting respectfully for acknowledgment, she helped him to disrobe and took his clothes from him. After all, he was her king, returning to his castle. She gazed up into his eyes flickering from one to the other like a butterfly, searching and longing to reconnect, knowing exactly what he wanted and desired as always at the end of a successful hunting day. She untangled his mountains of coats and shawls and hung them up individually over large iron hooks by the fire so they could air and dry ready for tomorrow’s killing.

He walked ungracefully, heavy-footed and sluggishly unrefined, over to the large wooden calved chair positioned in front of the bed. It was draped with animal skins and blankets with a few cushions made from furs scattered over its frame. He turned round, bent and lowered himself onto the cushioned base and lent back, allowing himself to be engulfed into the soft furs, swaddled in his prizes from previous hunts, welcoming and warm to the touch. With his legs relaxed and slightly ajar, his kilt hem resting between them at his knees and laid his arms out on each arm of the chair, slumped and relaxed, he watched with anticipation, but became agitated while she fiddled and faffed, beckoning her with his eyes. He commanded her with a silent but definite finger flick gesture, wanting and waiting impatiently for his women to join him.

After carefully arranging his clothes to dry, she dutifully collected a goblet of hot broth from the fire place and presented it to him. As she leant over to place it by his side on the small table, her tightly pulled bodice allowed her voluptuous breasts to spill, provocatively showing him even more of her as it was cut so sparingly with only just enough fabric to cover her.

She could feel his breath brushing over her breasts as she retracted. Looking down, she watched him become mesmerised and bewitched by them as she paused, slightly bent in front of him. She knew too well how to tease him and he allowed her to continue with the seduction. He gazed upwards to her face once more as she mirrored his look back. Pinching and gathering her skirts and petticoats in both hands at the front, she lifted them up and away from her so as to kneel down comfortably, directly in front and as close as possible to him on the floor.

Neither one of them spoke a word, blinked or faltered from the locked trance they placed on one another as she lowered herself to her knees. Once settled, kneeling with her eyes level with his seat, still looking up, focused on his eyes, she placed both her hands on his knees. Parting his legs even more, she began to rub her hands up and under his kilt. Up from both knees, slowly and evenly, calculatingly to his thighs through his river of red coarse and tightly curled hair, to his hips, and rubbing them back down again before repeating, unhurriedly, seductively.

Bringing her hands outside his kilt and diverting her glance momentarily to untie the tight knot at his waist, she folded back the layers of tartan fabric to expose him fully. She was bursting with delight upon seeing his perfectly formed, ready-to-go, solid and strong manhood which she had been yearning for all day. It was finally in her sight and made her breath quicken with expectation of what was to come.

She fluttered a glance back up to him briefly before looking down, paying full consideration to his beast as she edged and shuffled forward, approaching it slowly, solely focused on it.

Resting one hand on his thigh, she grasped firmly but tenderly, wrapping her other hand around the enormous girth of it and levered it gently towards her mouth, applying just enough pressure with her fingers to pull it up to her, closer. In awe of it being so close, she tightened her grip and felt the pressure build with her grasp and moved her hand, pushing his skin downwards, exposing him fully. Plunging her hand into his forest of coarse auburn curly hair at the base, she slowly and gently licked him from the front to the back, skimming the tip of her tongue over his indented, vulnerable opening. 

She withdrew momentarily, loosening her grip and allowing his skin to relax before continuing to massage him up and down. Retracing her steps, she repeatedly licking him as she tightened and loosened her grip, again and again pulling him down and up, over and over. Back and forth welcoming him, sucking him into her hot, cushioned, soft and inviting mouth. Pulling back with just his head inside her mouth, she sucked harder and stronger before she sucked him further, completely down towards the back of her throat, retracting, jiggling, flicking and rubbing him with her tongue and lips as he passed in and out of her mouth.

She started to gain a constant repetitive rhythm, up and down, tightening and loosening, twisting both ways as she pulled and pushed up and down, loosening and tightening her grip when she felt it necessary. She starts to lick in circles around his tip and down to the sides around his hood. Tilting her head slightly so she could glance up to her king to witness him being bewitched and enchanted by her labours to pleasure him.

With his head thrown back and his eyes closed, the ecstasy was growing inside of him, building and increasing steadily like a hunter stalking his pray. But this time, it was he who was the pray.

She places his entire beast in her mouth on the next downward push to the base of his shaft. Anchoring her hand tightly at the base she sucks even harder, moving her head up and down so he could feel himself travelling right to the very back of her throat. Feeling the warmth of her mouth, her hot saliva cascading down, warming his manhood and around her fingers, engulfing him in a heightened, excited state. Still thoroughly relishing the sensations travelling though his groin into his stomach and down to the tips of his toes, she started to become more intense, building her momentum.

Rubbing and sucking and licking, losing control faster and faster, more erratic than ever. With an overwhelming excitement of erotica, she drove faster as he started to grasp the arms of the chair firmly with his hands, knuckles shifting to white, his breathe heavier with groans escaping from his partly opened mouth becoming louder and more frequent. His groin started to twitch intensely and uncontrollably jerked and convulsed as he shot his cream into her mouth. He opened his eyes violently, straightening and locking his legs out in front of him either side of his master as she vigorously rubbed and sucked his creamy present, sucking hard and swallowing it greedily. It was her prize.

She could feel herself rocking gently from side to side, again and again content with her duty as the intensity and urgency faded. Softly and calmly, with her eyes closed, she felt a moistness escaping her mouth. Her lips quivered and made a moist flapping noise as she sucked in sharply. Startled by this sensation, she opened her eyes abruptly and blinked as she straightened her glasses before looking around, questioning where she was...

Then it became crystal-clear, looking at the elderly lady and gentleman sitting, staring straight at her with the look of horror painted across their faces. She was furthest away from the Highlands; she was travelling home from work on the 17:52 from Charing Cross to Dartford. It was lucky that she had woken up when she did as the train was just pulling into her station. Hurriedly and confused, but bizarrely content, still tingly inside from being dragged back abruptly from her dream, she came to her senses, consciously wiped her mouth with the back of her hand and collected her belongings.

Confused, feeling weak and disorientated but pleasured, she stood up and double-wrapped her scarf around her face before walking towards the exit in preparation to exit the train. She put on her gloves and held the rail waiting for the train to finish its descent. It swayed slightly side to side before finally slowly coming to a halt as she looked out of the doors into the darkness at the platform while she waited patiently for the doors to open. When they did, the ice of the winter’s night wind hit her and made her hunch over as she ran out into it.

All that faced her now was the lengthy and bitingly cold walk home in the murky darkness with the relentless yearning she could feel inside her and the visions in her head of her very well-endowed king.

Maybe her king would make another social call in her dreams later tonight so she could continue the story.
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[image: image]



She was always the first one home from work and, traditionally, always the one to start prepping the dinner. It was mid-week so the chances were he too would be home slightly early if any clients cancelled or didn’t show. 

The kids, on the other hand, always had after school commitments at the moment so they were always home much later than the normal school time. This gave him the very rare occasion to have her all to himself before the house was occupied with demanding voices shouting over each other, arguing amongst each other, fighting for attention. They also brought with them an entourage of messy scatterings of textbooks, note pads, pens, pencils and maths equipment, strewn all over the entire table. All intensely grinding away, ploughing through their homework. Coming to terms with never finding the well-hidden remote control that clearly had the volume button irritatingly stuck on full, all attempts to think through the din of a music channel were banished.

He desperately endeavoured to hold onto the shreds of sanity, reminiscing how very different it was now the teen years had arrived compared to the calmer less rowdy younger years when they treasured cuddles and bedtime stories. The kids being tucked up, bathed and in bed by 7pm, asleep by 7:15pm, seemed to be a very distant memory, never to return.

She was already at the hob busy stirring pots of simmering vegetables as the pie had been in the oven for well over 30 minutes and was browning beautifully. He paused for a moment and steadily took a deep, controlled breath out so as to completely concentrate and compose himself as he deliberated what was in store for him. Putting his key in the lock and turning it as quietly as he possibly could, he cringed and held his breathe as the lock clicked slightly as it unlocked. He didn’t want to make his presence known but sought the element of surprise as he cautiously pushed the door open.

Yes, he thought to himself proudly as he pulled the key back out of the lock and delicately placed one foot in front of the other, squeezing passed the front door without being noticed. Holding the handle down, he closed the front door behind him and in double slow motion let the handle spring back up and rest in its natural position without making any sound so as not to disturb her.

He softly crept on tiptoe through the hall and lounge, out into the kitchen where he paused to take a deep breath while he ogled her. There she was, a vision of beauty even if she was just cooking dinner. He was in awe, almost drooling, staring at her perfectly toned ass. He bent and quietly placed his bag down in the doorway, cautious not to be noticed, or to disturb her.

He silently approached her from behind, raising his arms in front of him ready to capture her waist with his outstretched fingers before his body would engage contact. Touch down; he’d made contact. Guiding and wiggling his fingers first, then his hands, he pulled himself into her space, sweeping and wrapping his arms around to her front as he moved his body closer and colliding politely but firmly as he pushed his groin up against her bottom firmly. Linking his arms at her front, he squeezed his bulging arms like steel clamps around her waist, ever so tenderly so as not to hurt her, but to hold her securely. Her protector, her rock, her hero was home.

She grasped her delicate hand over the top of his forearms, nowhere near the size or as solid as his, and relaxed, holding them there with reassurance and comfort. He rocked and swayed her from side to side lovingly as he buried his head into the side of her elegant long neck, inhaling the faded perfume she had spritzed there earlier that morning before going to work. Totally the opposite of his cologne, which had just been freshly applied. It teased her senses as it swept around to greet her, making her nose tingle with excitement. He had just come straight from the gym so had the chance to freshly shower and had reapplied it just for her benefit. He truly smelt gorgeous. I guess it’s one of the perks being a professional boxer; you can freshen up before you leave the office, she thought.

He respectfully released one of his heavy clamps, brushed aside her long golden hair to reveal more of her neck so he could smother her with tender, open-mouthed kisses, too which she didn’t object. In fact, she aided his quest and surrendered herself by leaning her head over even more sideways in the other direction so he could gain greater access and be even more accurate with his additional kisses, on even more of her neck. Planting them right on the spots where he knew she loved it, sending shivers down her spine, making her crave and want him immediately, right away, right there, right now.

She froze in motion so as not to disturb his rhythm, closed her eyes and erased any thoughts of dinner. Instead, she filled her mind with only visions of him, erotic visions, uncensored, of how she could and would pleasure him and be pleasured by him in return, fulfilling her fantasies. While she was still securely held by one of his clamps, he drew his attention to her front with his free hand. He brushed down her side, under her arm, over her belly and further down her front to her pelvis. He could feel her warm, soft and inviting groin even through her skirt that was in his way, stopping him from being raw skin-to-skin as it tugged around her thighs as he tried to reach underneath, longing to nestle his hand between her legs and cup her firmly.

She could feel him underneath her, drawing his palm and fingers in, pressing on her pelvis through the fabric as if he was trying to break and burrow through her clothes. With his thumb outside, she could feel him squeeze it towards his fingers, trying to force them together but her skirt proved stronger. All the while he was open-mouth kissing her, nibbling and biting at her neck, heightening her senses and arousing her even more. 
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